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Dear Junior, 


| sat in front of this blank page for hours. lim a man who prides myself on being, among other things, a writer. 
Yet, faced with writing the most important thing in my life, I'm choking. There's so much | should say. So much 


| could say. But nothing meaningful comes to mind. 


The house is bigger than | ever realized without you in it. The bed stretches on and on and | can't see the 
other side of it. My voice bounces off the monstrous appliances (that | don't know how to work) in the kitchen 
There's a room downstairs that | didn't even know we had. There's an empty desk in it next to an empty 
bookshelf. Except one thing. You left one thing on that shelf. A ring. A ring of gold with our initials inscribed on 
the inside. If not for that ring acting like a homing beacon, I'd have never known you had that haven, away 


from everything. Away from me. 


In a way, | agree with you leaving. You had to. We met when you were eighteen years old. You're nearly forty 
now. | was all you knew. And, if | have to be honest, Junior, there are much, much better people out there 
than me. You should meet some. They will love you. There is a lot of world out there. We saw a lot of it 
together and they were the best days of my life. But | know there is a world out there that you should 


experience on your own. | understand you should have successes that belong only to you. And failures, too. 


| failed you. | broke promises that | made to you. | hurt you again and again. It's a total cliche but yes, | realize 
it all. But we had it good for a while, didn't we? | could make it good again. | could treat you the way you 
should be treated. | could stay sober this time. We're not kids anymore. Its time | stopped acting like one. The 
truth is | never thought you had it in you. Thought you'd always stay. Were you just biding your time? Well, it 


doesn't matter. 


No. Like | said, | agree with you leaving. But it doesn't do anything to alleviate my heartbreak | love you, Junior. 
After twenty years at your side, | think | finally understand what love is. Love is that safe and warm feeling | 
used to get when | was trying to break my habit and | had the shakes. Remember those times? You would 
make food for me and keep me warm in bed and bathe me. Love is that feeling of acceptance that you gave 
me in those very early days when | felt like the world had turned it's back on me. Love is the trust you had in 
me when | took you to bed the first time. Love is hating a nickname so much, and for good reason, but still 
smiling when you heard it said in my voice. Love is just three weeks ago, when | slammed my fingers in the 
damn car door and | was cursing and screaming and you patiently held my hand under the cold tap and put a 
band aid on my crushed fingernail. Not before telling me to calm down and giving my finger a kiss. Love is what 
our home was built on. But it was only your love and, made to stand alone, it just wasn't strong enough to 


support this home. Love is what | took for granted. 
| have never given you love like that, Junior. And I've no right to ask, but if you came home, | would do my 
best to give you the love you have always deserved. Don't wait too long to come home. | will leave the front 


light on 


Dave 


